CHAPTER    V
SHOT AT DAWN
CARLSEN had been sealing for years. No one in South
Georgia knew more about the elephant seal or knew its
rookeries better than this little wizened old man, or had
more knowledge of the dangerous and rocky coasts of the
island. Therefore, at the beginning of every season, in
September, when the seals hauled up on the beaches to
mate, and again at the end in March, when they reappeared
on the beaches and lay moulting their skins, he took the
Don Ernesto sealing around the bays and inlets. The men
on the station were eager to go sealing with Garlsen because
he knew more about the job than anyone else and got larger
catches.
Except Jansen. He may not have known so well as
Carlsen where to find the seal rookeries, nor have acquired
such expert knowledge of the rocky coasts, but what he
lacked in knowledge he made up for in daring. A great,
shaggy man, he cared not a damn where he went with the
Diaz, and took her in among the needle-like rocks and
racing channels with her ponderous cargo heaped upon
her decks so that she wallowed waist under. But the
men on the station were less keen to go with Jansen
because he drove them, making the work unnecessarily
hard, working all the small and scattered rookeries on
difficult beaches.
So twice a season Carlsen took the Don Ernesto and Jansen
took the Diaz sealing round the island and there was rivalry
between them.
The elephant seal carries a fine thick layer of blubber
under the skin. This goes into the boilers with the whale
blubber and gives an oil indistinguishable from and every
bit as good as the best whale oil. The elephant seal is
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